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The A:$h^^m$H^^my 



In pensive mien, with mind serene 

I sit, at close of day, 
And study a familiar scene — 

The ashes on the tray. 

These ashes speak in silent words, 

Louder than human voice; 
And bring to mind the things Fve done, 

Impelled by force, not choice. 

Within these ashes I can see 

The wreck of temples fair; 
The fall of turret and of dome. 

Of "castles in the air." 

I think of all my studied plans; 

They were all drawn astray. 
The structure that I reared so high 

Is ashes on the tray. 

'Neath little clouds of curling smoke 

I think of plan and scheme; 
But find within the ashes gray 

But embers of a dream. 

I think of efforts I put forth, 

Of tasks I did assay; 
I gaze in thought, but I see naught 

But ashes on the tray. 

I tried to grasp the comet's tail, 

But found it fiery dust; 
The rainbow that I tried to catch. 

It melted into mist. 

To live in realms of higher life 

My soul it did aspire; 
I found no prancing steeds await — 

No chariot of fire. 

I strived to reach the Andes' heights — 
The peaks seemed bright and fair; 

I reached the summit, found only 
Volcanic ashes there. 
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A watered, fertile land; 
I followed on, it led me to 

The great Sahara sand. 

My hopes were bright, my aims were high; 

I soared Celestial way; 
Fate's lightning struck my hopes and aims — 

They're ashes on the tray. 

I sought afar for luscious fruit 

Wherein nutrition lives; 
I found the dead sea apple that 

But dust and ashes gives. 

My hopes were like the ascending smoke 

That's lost in Solar ray; 
They've gone into the mystic past — 

They're ashes on the tray. 

These fragments of the fragrant weed 

That grew in sunny clime 
Have brought me hopes and give me thoughts 

Exalted and sublime. 

But blue of Spring and Summer's glow 
Have changed to clouds of gray, 

And falling leaves of Autumn give 
But ashes on the tray. 

I tried to reach the cirrus cloud 

In its white curiy form; 
I met the nimbus on my way — 

It drenched me in its storm. 

The way was dark, a flame shown clear, 

I thought 'twas guiding lamp; 
'Twas but an Ignis Fatuus that 

Led me to dismal swamp. 

The lamp that was at window placed. 

To guide me on my way; 
Like foolish virgin's lamp untrimmed — 

'Twas ashes on the tray. 



The road Fd pictured straight and smooth, 

I found but miry clay; 
And at cross-roads no finger-posts, 

To point to safest way. 

On ridge I tripped, in rut I fell, 

I was filled with dismay: 
I felt ambition's fire go out 

Like ashes on the tray. 

I tried to pass from Pharaoh's land, 

The sea did not divide; 
In leaking boat with broken oar 

I reached the other side. 

I found a desert warm and bleak, 

I saw no "cloud by day" — 
The "Fiery Pillar" had gone out — 

'Twas ashes on the tray. 

I found no wells of Elim there. 

Nor palms to shade my head; 
I saw no manna on the ground, 

I found no heavenly bread. 

I saw no spring gush from the rock 

To burning thirst allay; 
I found the bones of others lie 

Like ashes on the tray. 

I saw the Promised Land afar, 

I saw the Jordan fair; 
But heard a still small voice decree: 

"You shall not enter there." 

I tried to reach the Isles of Spice 

That have alluring form; 
The Typhoon smashed my bark, 'twas wrecked 

Within the Tropic storm. 

I heard the music low and sweet, 

I thought 'twas Orpheus' lay; 
But 'twas the Sirens on the shore — 

I steered my bark astray. 
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'Mid lightning's flash and thunder's roar 

I tried my raft to dock; 
I found no peaceful haven there — 

I found a barren rock. 

The fire I made of flotsam was 

Extinguished by the spray; 
It smoldered and went out in night, 

Like ashes on the tray. 

My childish dreams and boyish hopes, 

They all have passed away; 
And for all effort my reward 

Is ashes on the tray. 

A power unknown by ways its own 

Creates both dirge and lay; 
Life's sweetest ode is but forbode 

Of ashes on the tray. 

One hope in ten is realized, 
There's nine that f^de away; 

One friend in ten proves true, but nine 
Are ashes on the tray. 

In every act of life I see 

The hand of Fate at play; 
It changes dreams of groves and streams 

To ashes on the tray. 

I've no regret, I've no remorse. 

As I past life survey, 
For I can see Fate's stem decree 

In ashes on the tray. 

These ashes gray upon the tray 

A latent force conceal; 
That force shall Phoenix-like break forth 

And stronger power reveal. 

The Soul of Effort never dies, 
Hope's spark shall not decay; 

I'll aim and strive though efforts turn 
TO ASHES ON THE TRAY. 



The Web of Life 



The web of life I weave each day 

Is web of mystery; 
Each thread of warp and woof contains 

A secret history. 

Each time I throw the shuttle forth, 

To add a single thread; 
A force unseen directs its flight, 

Guides treadle that I tread. 

The loom in which I weave my web 

Was fashioned not by me; 
The form of treadle, grade of reed. 

Is of eternity. 

In seed of dark primordial flax 

My web of life was born; 
And to construct the loom, the wood 

From darksome grove was torn. 

The yarn the distaff gives to me, 

It is not mine to choose; 
A hank of tangled threads and thrums. 

Is weft I have to use. 

Why are there knots upon the warp 
And weak threads in the woof.? 

If by design it was so spun. 
Why do I meet reproof? 

Why does the bobbin oft' refuse 

To freely give the thread ? 
Why does the shuttle leave the track? 

When from my hand 'tis sped. 

Why does the web that should be smooth. 

Uneven surface show? 
And why is selvedge out of line? 

I often want to know. 



'Tis mine to weave my web aright, 
With tools placed in my hand; 

Though why the tools are not the best, 
I do not understand. 

The silken threads of hope and truth 
Shall be my woof and warp; 

My loom shall sing in rhythm clear, 
The song of lute and harp. 

ril pick out from the tangled skein, 
The silvery threads of love; 

And weave my web as pure and fair 
As cirrus cloud above. 

No threads of fear nor hatred shall 

Within its field leave stain; 
Peace and good will shall ever be 

My shuttle's sweet refrain. 

The track on which my shuttle runs 
Shall be both smooth and free; 

For web I weave is not of time, 
But of eternity. 

I'll throw my shuttle straight and true. 

And weave the best I can; 
Although I fathom not life's scheme, 

Nor understand the plan. 







A Midnight Reverie 



A day of clouds and shades is past, 

I find myself alone, downcast; 

As into an old book I delve, 

The clock tolls out the hour of Twelve. 

From this old book of crumpled page, 
I read the words of ancient Sage 
Who tries to bridge the gulf that's thrown 
Between the Known and the Unknown. 

And tries to tell from whence we came. 
And everything about life's game; 
And tries to chart the unknown seas. 
Of all of life's deep mysteries. 

And tries to show, without a pause. 
The aims and schemes of Nature's laws; 
But to my mind makes nothing plain. 
The secret, he can not explain. 

My hopes and fears they alternate. 
Somehow I feel it's getting late; 
The day is o'er, the night half gone. 
The clock tolls out the hour of One. 

As in my chair I slowly rock, 

I turn and look at the old clock; 

Do you instruct, or do you mock ? 

The clock replied, "tick tock, tick tock." 

I slowly move, I'll not arouse 
The sleeping inmates of the house; 
There is no noise my nerves to shock. 
The only sound, "tick tock, tick tock." 

I think of all the years of time . 
That's past: I think of things sublime; 
Of peaceful seas, shipwreck and rock. 
Since I first heard "tick tock, tick tock." 

I think as I sit here alone. 
Of hollow friends that I have known; 
They've gone their way, I'll not despair, 
Their friendship, it was thin as air. . 



I also think of friends that are 

As constant as the Polar Star; 

By day, by nieht, I find them true, 

They change dark skies to brightest blue. 

Shall friendship such as theirs e'er die? 
Or shall it live eternally? 
Is there a key to Mystery's lock? 
A faint reply, "tick tock, tick tock." 

Life's voyage has been through stormy seas, 
I've fought the tempest, faced the breeze; 
The time must come, life's ship must dock: 
I hear it in "tick tock, tick tock." 

Old clock, tell me, did Fate decree 
That I should sail a troubled sea? 
And wreck my skiff upon a rock? 
The answer came, "tick tock, tick tock." 

Across the waves I faintly see 

A light, a light that shines for me: 

Is it a guide, or warning block? 

The clock replied, "tick tock, tick tock." 

I think I see a rock-bound shore, 
And faintly hear the breakers roar: 
'Twixt mountains high, I see a strait; 
Oh say. Is that the Golden Gate? 

Is there beyond, an inland sea? 
Shall I find there a peaceful lee? 
No rocks nor shoals, my skiff to knock? 
No answer but, "tick tock, tick tock." 



Old clock, you've been my friend for years. 
In days of hope, and nights of tears: 
In brightest day and darkest night. 
You've often spoke, but gave no light. 

Oh, tell me Now, Oh make it clear. 

The mystery of my being here: 

The secret of my life unlock; 

The clock replied, "Tick Tock, Tick Tock." 



The Better Way 



Don't dwell in the shade when the bright sun is shining, 
And flowers are blooming to brighten the day; 

When skies are all clear there's no need for pining, 
'Tis better to drive all dull sorrow away. 

Don't wear a dark frown when a smile is more pleasing, 
A smile helps the wanderer along the rough road: 

It lights the dark pathway where fears are unceasing; 
It brings renewed courage, ah(^ lightens the load. 

Don't sow seeds of hate, when the seeds of affection 
Give us in return a rich harvest of flowers: 

The tongue's friendly word, or the hand's kindly action. 
Brings into life's darkness a few sunny hours. 

Don't think all things bad, there is much good around you. 

There's goodness and kindness on every side: 
And happiness comes through each good act that you do. 

If right are your motives, and TRUTH is your guide. 
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The Passing Cloud 



The shadows dark, that throw their mark, 

Across your path each day: 
That make you sad, and often add 

To life's undue dismay. 
Are but the shades of floating mists. 

That 'pears like winding shroud : 
But carries gladness to the earth, 

It is a passing cloud. 

The darkest gloom that hides the bloom 

On hills and meadows fair: 
And causes dread, and breaks the thread 

Of hope, and brings despair. 
Are rains of hope that makes the slope 

All clothed with grain fields proud, 
That gloom had sunshine on its wings, 

It was a passing cloud. 

When darkness lowers upon life's hours. 

And makes life's day like night: 
And when you mope, and vainly grope 

To find the way that's light, 
A light will from that darkness shine, 

A voice will call aloud: 
The Sun of Hope, forever shines; 

'Twas but a Passing Cloud. 
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The Service of Man 



As we tread life's winding pathway 
With its mingling lights and shades; 

Let us wear the smile of kindness, 
*Tis a flower that never fades. 

If a brother man has fallen, 

Stop and speak a word of cheer; 

Smooth the ridge on which he stumbled. 
Make him feel a friend is near. 

If his path is dark and dreary, 
Kindly smile will light the way; 

Word of courage timely spoken. 
May change darkness into day. 

We must be our brother's keeper. 

We must real neighbors be; 
Lead him back to path of courage. 

Where he brighter light may see. 

Though he in the rut has fallen. 
Faith in him must still abide; 

Let us not like Priest and Levite, 
Pass upon the other side. 

Christ The Teacher, said of service 
Rendered in but small degree; 

"If you've kindly been to others. 
You have done it unto me." 



speak Kindly to the Children 



Speak kindly to the children that you meet upon the way, 
The seeds you sow of joy or woe, you'll reap another day. 
Don't sow the seeds of hatred, by unkind word or look: 
The child's quick mind, true to its kind, records in memory's 
book. 

I look back many Summers to a little country town. 
In a land that's far beyond the sea, a land of much renown. 
Where lived some uppish people, by few called the elite; 
They never spoke to common folk they met upon the street. 
With faces wry they passed me by unnoticed in the field : 
They threw a dart into my heart, the wound has never healed. 

They looked like common people and did just common things; 
If they were Angels from above, I saw no harps nor wings. 
They seemed to think they'd entered life by special private door; 
But way to earth is common birth, for rich as well as poor. 

They planted seed of hatred in the common children's breast; 
And that same seed produced a creed of hatred and unrest. 
If they had looked the kindly look, and spoke the kindly word, 
No hateful look in memory's book would be upon record. 

Deal kindly with the children, their brain's a film that's keen. 
If you cause tears, in after years they'll 'pear upon the screen. 
Then treat the children justly when you meet then face to face; 
The act unkind, from children's mind you never can erase. 
Look kindly on the children when you meet them in your path, 
A pleasant smile is worth your while, it cuts a wide, wide swath. 
Don't think you're of a finer mold, or of a richer clay; 

Speak Kindly to the Children that You Meet Upon the 
Way. 



The Bells of Dolores 



The gray day is breaking, 

Fm slowly awaking, 
The pale light of morning 

Steels over the hills; 
Night shades disappearing. 

And sunlight annearing. 
The gloom of night's fear now 

Gives place to day's thrills. 

I hear the quail calling, 

And tones softly falling; 
Sweet tones of the bells 

In the church's high spire; 
'Tis the Bells of Dolores, 

With notes so decorous, 
That stir up the flame 

Of the heavenly fire. 

I've heard bells aringing. 

And birds sweetly singing; 
From organ and harp 

I have heard pleasant airs; 
But the Bells of Dolores 

Sound sweetly in chorus, 
In vale of the crosses. 

In valley of prayers. 

I think your surroundings 

Increase your sweet soundings. 
And cause you to throw on the air 

Your true psalm; 
Where gold crosses glisten. 

We pause and we listen. 
Surrounded by groves of 

Acacia and palm. 

Ring out notes of warning. 

Sweet bells of the: morning. 
Ring out o'er the path 

Where the Padres once trod; 
Oh, Bells of Dolores 

That sound so sonorous. 
Point out the way clear 

Back to Calvary and God. 



Forget - but - Remember 



In life it is best to forget things unpleasant, 

But good to remember the things that are dear; 

The clouds of the past have no place in the present, 
Forget all mistrust and new .hopes will appear. 

I'll forget the dark clouds but remember the sunshine, 
ril banish the frown but the smile shall remain; 

Around my sad heart, like the ivy I'll entwine 
The sweet acts of kindness that scatter all pain. 

I'll forget the cold act that so oft brought me sorrow. 
But always remember the act that was kind; 

The wound of today I'll forget on tomorrow. 
But always remember the hand that did bind. 

I'll forget the sharp thorn that has oft pricked my finger, 
I'll think of the roses and not thorny crowns; 

The look of disdain in my mind shall not linger. 

One smile shall live longer than ten thousand frowns. 

I'll forgive and forget the too oft broken promise, 
But always remember all those that were kept; 

The acts that so often drive happiness from us 
Were better forgotten ere tears we have wept. 

I'll forget the sharp sting of the bee on the flower. 
But remember the honey the bee brought to me; 

I'll forget unkind words that I hear every hour. 
But remember those sweeter than honey of bee. 

In life it is best to forget others* failings. 

But good to remember the good things they do; 

Their lives may have sorrows that oft' turn to wailings, 
While I live in sunshine 'neath skies that are blue. 

In life it is best to forget things unpleasant. 
But good to remember the things that are dear; 

The clouds of the past have no place in the present. 
Forget the dark night, a new day will appear. 



A Vision 



In waking dream of night I saw 

A figure in my room: 
The light of life was in her eyes, 

Her cheeks had healthy bloom. 

Her hair was like the raven black, 
Her neck was white as snow: 

And in each feature of her face, 
The light of love did glow. 

Her lips that often spoke to me 

In words of love and joy: 
And often kissed my fevered brow. 

And called me "darling boy." 

Now uttered words so mild and sweet. 
They brought the past to me: 

I felt her arm around my neck, 
My head upon her knee. 

I felt her warm breath on my cheek, 

I felt her throbbing heart: 
I heard her sigh, I saw her cry. 

Like day that we did part. 

I saw the heaving of her breast, 
A breast so warm and high : 

I saw the tear drops in her eyes. 
Like day we said good bye. 

I saw her standing at the gate, 
With sad heart, wave to me: 

For I was going far away. 
To land beyond the sea. 

IVe wandered far, in many lands. 

But never found another: 
As dear as her I left at home. 

She was my dear good Mother. 



The Laughter of a Child 



IVe heard the music in the park, 
I've heard it in the hall; 
Fve heard the song of meadow-lark 
In sweetest cadence fall. 

Fve heard the song of rippling rill 
And of the forests wild; 
But music that I hold supreme 
Is laughter of a child. 

Fve heard the songbird's quivering note. 
Fve heard its sweetest trill, 
As it sent forth from swelling throat 
Its song o're plain and hill. 

Within vast aisles and arches 
Fve heard enraptured throng 
Sing "Glory, in the highest" 
The Angels' Bethlehem song. 

I've heard a thousand voices 
In mighty chorus raised 
In song that oft' rejoices, 
In perfect metre phrased. 

Fve heard the Prima Donna sing 
A song that dimmed the eyes; 
Fve heard the mighty organ fling 
Its notes unto the skies. 

But childish laugh so full of glee. 
Is music that is real; 
Sweeter than notes of jubilee 
That trumpet loud doth deal. 



There's music in Eolian strains 
That often souls inspire; 
But I have seen the laugh of child 
Set saddest hearts on fire. 

The child's sweet laugh gives hope and cheer 
To heart that's sad and lone; 
Within that laugh I always hear 
God's sweetest organ tone. 

Most music is but art of sound. 
And only music styled; 
But masterpiece of God is found 
In laughter of a child. 
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